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Our clothing is good sheep-sfyns',
Grey russet for our wives,

High trolollie lolhe toe, &c.
'Tis warmth and not gay clothing
That doth prolong our lives:

Then care away, &c.

The Ploughman though he labour hatd,
Yet on the holiday,

High trolollie lollie he, &c.
No Emperor so merrily
Does pass his time away:

Then care away, &c.

To recompense our tillage,
The Heavens afford us showets;

High trolollie lollie loe, &c.
And for our sweet refreshments
The earth affords us bowers:

Then care away, &c.

The Cuckoo and the Nightingale
Full merrily do singt

High trolollie lollie loe, <Sr.
And with their pleasant roundelays
Bid welcome to the Spring:

Then care away, &c.

'fhis is not half the happiness
The Countryman enjoys;

High trolollie lollie loe, &c.
Though others thin\ they have as much,
Ye he that says so lies:

Then come away, turn

Countryman with me.
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